plumbed the depths of sorrow and suffering. But all the
same, there was an idyllic, peaceful happiness in those years
that was all their own, and how glad I am to think that she
had them.
I have said that circumstances as well as inclination inter-
fered with her attempting to obey Mr. Heinemann's behest.
She and Ladye might well cling closely to their pleasant
mode of life; they were not to enjoy it much longer.
During the early summer of that same year as their car
(a heavy limousine) was passing the crossroads at Burfbrd
on the way to the White Cottage at Malvern Wells, it was
literally charged from the near side by a small open car
driven by a lady who met the emergency by mistaking the
accelerator for the brake. The violence of the first impact
was such that it flung the heavy car over against a stone wall
which it demolished, while the aggressor proceeded to
pound it repeatedly before her engine stalled. The big car
ended up on its side, terribly shattered (the body-makers
subsequently expressed surprise that anyone had come out
of it alive), the maid who was sitting in front beside the
chauffeur was injured, John was practically unhurt but
Ladye lay unconscious in the bottom of the car with several
broken ribs, an injury to a vertebra of her neck and bleeding
from severe cuts on her head. The chauffeur, who had not
been hurt, lost his head and wept hysterically, but for-
tunately there were people about who helped John to
extricate Ladye and who carried her into a house near by.
Her injuries were skilfully attended to and she had every
possible care and treatment but it was many weeks before
they were able to proceed on their journey to the White
Cottage. She was an invalid for as many months; she never,
I think, completely recovered, and moreover, when she
died of a stroke less than two years later, the doctors were
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